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PREFACE. 


The  connexion  of  music  with  primary  instruction,  has  of  late  become  an 
object  of  much  interest.  It  has  been  too  long  supposed,  that  for  the  culti- 
vation of  this  art,  peculiar  natural  powers  were  required,  of  which  few 
persons  were  possessed.  Hence,  as  forming  a  branch  of  education,  of 
general  application,  it  has  hitherto  excited  but  little  attention.  For  those 
who  from  peculiar  inclinations,  were  led  to  become  its  professed  votaries, 
it  was  thought  little  instruction  was  necessary,  and  for  most  others,  all  was 
useless.  It  certainly  is  not  true,  that  it  is  in  the  power  of  every  one,  to 
become  musicians  of  the  first  class,  and  on  the  other  hand,  it  is  certain  that 
a  few  notwithstanding  every  attention,  and  the  most  careful  instruction, 
will  not  accomplish  enough  to  prove  a  source  of  much  gratification  to  them- 
selves, or  others.  But  this  is  no  more,  than  from  the  consistency  of  things, 
we  should  be  led  to  expect.  In  every  pursuit  some  with  apparently  small 
effort,  will  make  rapid  progress,  others  with  great  exertions,  will  accomplish 
but  little.  The  error  has  been,  that  while  music  has  ever  been  esteemed 
as  possessing  high  claims,  whether  regarded  as  an  aid  to  devotion,  an 
elegant  accomplishment,  or  a  source  of  enjoyment  onl*  insuperable  obsta- 
cles have  been  supposed  to  exist  in  the  way  of  its  becoming  an  object  of 
systematic  education,  capable  of  being  generally  diffused. 

Experiment  has  demonstrated  this  to  be  an  error.  It  has  proved,  that 
where  musical  instruction  is  combined  with  the  early  studies,  under  judi- 
cious directions,  most  children  make  satisfactory  improvement  with  great 
facility,  and  that  where  there  would  seem  to  be  a  deficiency  of  natural 
capacity,  and  even  apparently  an  entire  want  of  it,  it  may  be  developed 
and  become  susceptible  of  good  cultivation.  Some  will  be  found  less  easy 
to  instruct  than  others.  Some  with  the  greatest  care  bestowed  on  them,  will 
make  only  tolerable  progress.  There  will  be  dunces  here  as  in  e'very 
species  of  acquirement,  and  here  also  pupils  with  inferior  capacity  with 
more  time  and  labor  often  outstrip  those  naturally  more  apt.  It  is  by  no 
means  necessary,  that  in  consequence  of  this  combination,  other  and  more 
indispensable  studies  are  to  be  supplanted  or  neglected.    Great  attainments 
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in  any  one  pursuit  are  it  is  true  generally  acquired  at  the  expense  of  others 
But  it  is  not  expected  that  all  are  to  become  adepts  in  music.  This  would 
not  be  desired  were  it  practicable,  any  more  than  that  every  one  should  aim 
at  a  perfect  knowledge  of  a  particular  department  of  one  of  the  mathematical 
or  natural  sciences.  It  is  considered  by  children  rather  in  the  light  of  an 
agreeable  recreation,  than  as  constituting  a  portion  of  their  duties,  and  will 
serve  to  modify  those  tasks  which  they  are  disposed  to  regard  as  irksome. 

It  is  wished  that  as  a  science  and  one  of  the  fine  arts,  as  having  an 
influence  of  the  most  salutary  tendency,  and  we  may  add  its  sacred  con- 
nexions, it  may  be  made  accessible  to  all.  And  it  is  believed  as  the  subject 
is  now  considered,  and  further  experiments  are  made,  it  will  be  regarded 
more  and  more,  as  constituting  an  essential  branch  of  primary  education. 

For  some  months  past  vocal  music  has  formed  a  part  of  the  instructions 
of  a  few  of  the  sabbath  schools  in  this  city.  From  the  relation  of  the 
editor  with  these  as  instructer  in  this  department,  he  was  induced  to  pre- 
pare this  volume  of  sacred  and  moral  music. 

It  consists  of  many  melodies  from  the  best  masters,  which  have  been  har- 
monized and  arranged,  besides  many  original  pieces,  composed  by  the  editor 
and  never  before  published.  In  the  choice  of  poetry,  it  has  been  his  aim, 
to  keep  constantly  in  view,  the  favorable  tendency  which  may  be  exerted 
on  young  minds. 

He  would  hope  that  it  may  be  found  attractive  and  pleasant  to  those  who 
would  learn  the  art  of  music,  but  not  juvenile  and  frivolous,  and  that  it 
may  combine  a  moral  influence  without  partaking  of  any  sectarian  views. 

If  the  music  which  this  volume  contains  is  found  useful  in  promoting 
musical  education,  the  time  and  labor  bestowed  on  it,  will  be  sufficiently 
recompensed. 
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WHEN  THE  WINTER'S  TEMPEST    LOWERS. 
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Nature's  fading  fruits  and  flowers,  Hang  their  droop'-ng  beads  and  die. 
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Sacred  Hymn  1.— SABBATH  MORNING.    7s.  or  8s  &  7s. 
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2  Love  to  God,  and  to  our  neighbour, 
Makes  our  purest  happiness; 

Vain  the  wish,  the  care,  the  labour, 

Earth's  poor  trifle!  to  possess. 
Swift  my   life's  vain  dreams  are  passing, 

Like  the  startled  dove  they  flv  ; 
Or  the  clouds,  each  other  chasing, 

Over  yonder  quiet  sky. 

3  Saviour,  now  one  prayer  I  raise  the«, 
Give  an  numble,  grateful  heart, 

Never  let  me  cease  to  praise  thee, 

Never  from  thy  fear  depart. 
Then,  when  years  have  gathered  o'er  me, 

And  the  world  is  sunk  in  shade, 
Heaven's  bright  realm  will  rise  before  me, 

There  my  treasure  will  be  laid. 
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Hymn  2.— THY   WILL  BE  DONE. 
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2  We  in  these  sacred  words  can  find 
A  cure  for  every  ill, 

They  calm  and  soothe  the  troubled  mind, 
And  bid  all  care  be  still. 

3  0  let  that  will,  which  gave  me  breath 
And  an  immortal  soul, 

In  joy  or  grief,  in  life  or  death, 
My  every  wish  control. 

4  0  could  my  heart  thus  ever  pray, 
Thus  imitate  thy  Son! 

Teach  me,  0  God,  with  truth  to  say, 
"  Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done." 


Hymn  3.— THIS  IS  THE  SABBATH  DAY. 
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This  is  the  Sabbath  day,  I'm  in  the  field  alone  ;  Hark! 
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now  one  morning  bell's  sweet  tone,  Now  it  has  died  away. 
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2  Kneeling  I  worship  Thee; 
Dread  o'er  my  spirit  steals 

From  whispering  sounds  of  those  who  kneel, 
Unseen,  to  pray  with  me. 

3  All  round  and  far  away 
Clear  is  the  solemn  sky, 

It  seems  all  opening  to  my  eye  ; 
This  is  the  Sabbath  day. 


Hymn  4.— GO,  WHEN  THE  MORNING  SHINETH. 
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Q?h3- 


*££=£ 


I 


&-&- 


m  m- 


&—&- 


*  * 


v  *- 


THE  SUNDAY  SCHOOL  SINGING  BOOK. 


=£=££: 


^-H*- 


#     #     » 


f f>      j>    -| 


£=£ 


ffi 


night.     Go  with  a  holy  feeling,  Fling  earthly  thought  away, 
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And  in  thy  chamber  kneeling,  Do  thou  in  secret  pray. 
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Call  those  to  mind  who  love  thee,  All  who  are  loved  by  thee, 
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Pray  too  for  those  that  hate  thee,     If     any  such  there  be, 
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Then  for  thyself  in  meekness,    Humbly  a  blessing  claim, 
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Joining  with  each  petition,     Thy  great  Redeemer's  name. 
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3  Or  if  'tis  e'er  denied  thee 
In  solitude  to  pray 

Should   holy  thoughts  come  o'er  thee, 
When  friends  are  round  thy   way; 

E'en  then  the  silent  breathing 
Thy  spirit  raised  above, 

Will   reach  his  throne   of  glory, 
Wrhere  he  presides  with  love. 

4  Oh  !   not  a  joy  or  blessing 
With  this  can  we  compare, 

He  gave  the  power  within  us 

That  we  might  live   with  prayer! 

Whene'er  thou   pin'st  in  sadness, 
Down  at  his  footstool   fall, 

Call  to  thy  mind   with   gladness 
His  love  who  gave  thee  all. 


Hymn  5.— MORNIXG  HYMN. 
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earthly  creature,  Thy  fatherly  kindness  by  ni^ht  and  by 
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2  My   voice   would   be   singing  thy  praise  ; 
My  heart  would   repay   thee   with   love; 

0,   teach   me   to  walk  in  thy   ways, 

And   fit  me   to  see   thee   above  : 
For  Jesus  has   bid   all   nations   come   nigh, 
He  will  not  despise  such   a  sinner  as  I. 

3  As  long  as  thou  deemest  it  ri<rht 
That  here   on   this   earth   I   should   stay, 

I   pray  thee   to  guard   me  by   night, 

'And  help  me  to  serve  thee   by  day; 
And  when  all  the  days  of  my  life  shall  have  past, 
Receive  me  ia  heaven  to  praise  thee  at  last. 


Hymn  6.— JORDAN. 

Andante. 


0.  Shaw. 
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3  0  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove — 
Those  gloomy  doubts  that  rise, 

And  see  the  Canaan  that  we  love, 
With  clear,  unclouded  eyes  ; — 

4  Could  we  but  stand  as  Moses  stood, 
And  view  the  prospect  o'er, 

Not  Jordan's  streams,  nor  death's  cold  flood, 
Could  fright  us  from  the  shore. 


Hymn  7.— THE  POWER  OF  GOD. 
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heaven  unroll'd,  Thick  set  with  stars  like  drops  of  gold  ? 


2  Who  gave  the  winds  their  course  to  know  ? 
The  ocean's  tides  to  ebb  and  flow  ? 

And  day  and  night  to  keep  their  bounds 
And  changing  seasons  know  their  rounds  ? 

3  'Twas  God  who  gave  creation  birth, 
Who  formed  this  wond'rous  globe  of  earth, 
And  breathed  throughout  this  mighty  whole 
The  likeness  of  a  living  soul. 

4  Bow  then  to  God — 0  all  that  live  ! 
To  God  eternal  praises  give  ! 
Who  fashioned  by  his  mighty  hand, 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  ;  the  sea  and  land. 

Hymn  8.— CHRISTIAN  PILGRIM'S  INVITATION. 

Andante. 
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life  where  he      is, 


'tis  death  where  he's  not. 
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Over  the  sea 

We  shall  be  free, 
Far  from  courts  and  chains  at  home. 

Here,  we  are  slaves! 

There,  o'er  the  waves, 
God  and  religion  is  all  our  own. 
There,  none  shall  molest,  there  none  shall  we  find, 
To  break  the  calm  rest,  heaven  gives  to  the  mind, 

Come  o'er  the  sea 

Pilgrim  with   me, 
Come  where'er  the  wild  wind  blows; 

Seasons  may  roll, 

But  the  true  soul 
Burns  with  devotion,  where'er  it  goes. 


Hymn  9.-— THE  GOODNESS  OF  GOD. 
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I  bless  thy  love  in  all  I  see,  For  were  not  these  things  made  for  me  % 
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3  Not  me  alone — for  thou  hast  given 
Thy  ^ood  to  all  beneath  the  heaven  ; 
And  I  rejoice  that  others  share 

The  gift,  the  blessing,  and  the  prayer. 

4  And,  though  a  little  child  I  be, 
I  yet  may  bend  myself  to  thee, 
And  join  my  infant  voice  to  raise 
A  simple  hymn  of  grateful  praise. 


Tenor. 

Hymn  10.— MORNING  HYMN. 
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2  His  genial  rays  the  sun  renews! 

How  light  the  scene  with  glittering  dews  ! 
The  blushing  flowers  more  beauteous  bloom, 
And  yield  more  rich  their  sweet  perfume. 

3  So  may  the  sun  of  righteousness 
With  kindliest  beams  my  bosom  bless, 
Warm  into  life  each  heavenly  seed, 
To  bud  and  bear  some  generous  deed. 

4  So  may  the  dews  of  grace  distil, 
And  gently  soften  all  mv  will: 
So  may  my  morning  sacrifice 

To  heaven,  a  grateful  incense  rise. 
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Hymn  11.— THE  LORD  IS  MY  SHEPHERD. 

Tenor. 
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The  Lord  my  shepherd  is,         I  shall  be  well  supplied; 
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Since  he  is  mine  and  I  am  his,     What  can  I  want  beside. 
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2  He  leads  me  to  the  place 

Where  heavenly  pasture  grows, 
Where  living  waters  gently  pass, 
And  full  salvation  flows. 

3  Whilst  he  affords  his  aid, 

I  cannot  yield  to  fear  ; 
Though  I  should  walk  through  death's  dark  shade, 
My  God  is  with  me  there. 

4  The  bounties  of  his  love, 

Shall  crown  my  future  days  ; 

TSor  from  his  house  will  1  remove, 

Nor  cease  to  speak  his  praise. 
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Hymn  12.— EVENING. 
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Evening  hail!  thou  grateful  shade  !  Welcome  to  my  weary  head! 
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Welcome,  slumber  to  my  eyes,  Tired  with  this  day's  vanities  ! 


3 


fe 


2  By  my  heavenly  Father  blest, 
Now  I  give  my  soul  to  rest, 
Thou,  my  ever  bounteous  God, 
Crown'st  my  days  with  various  good; 

3  Thy  kind  eye  that  never  sleeps 
These  defenceless  moments  keeps  ! 
Or  if  death  my  sleep  invade, 
Should  I  be  of  death  afraid  ? 

4  With  thy  heavenly  presence  blest, 
Death  is  life,  and  labour  rest. 
Welcome,  sleep  or  death,  to  me, 
Still  secure,  for  still  with  Thee. 
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Hymn  13.— SAFELY  THROUGH  ANOTHER  WEEK. 
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Safely  through  another  week,  God  has   brought  us  on  our 
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way  ;  Let  us  now  a  blessing  seek,  Waiting  in  his  courts  to  day. 
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2  Mercies  multiplied  each  hour, 

Through  our  lives  our  praise  demand; 
Guarded  by  Almighty  Power, 

Fed  and  guided  by  God's  hand  : 
Though  ungrateful  we  have  been— 
frequent  made  returns  of  sin, 

3  Lord,  we  pray  for  pard'ning  grace, 
In  our  dear  Redeemer's  name  ; 
Sin  remove,  and  in  its  place 

Virtue's  pure  unsullied  flame 
Raise,  and  from  our  sins  set  free 
May  we  rest  this  night  with  thee. 

Hymn  13.— SAY,  WHAT  IS  LIFE? 
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day,     And     cuts     the        lovely      flower      away. 
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And  what  is  life  ?     Like  yonder  bow 
That  spans  the  glittering  arch  on  high; 

We  love  to  see  its  coiours  glow  ; 

But  while  we  gaze  they  fade  and  die ; 

Life  fades  as  soon — to-day  'tis  here, 

The  morrow  sees  it  disappear. 

And  is  this  life  ?     Oh  spend  it  here, 

In  duty,  praise,  and  prayer  ; 
Then  whether  long  or  short  it  be 

We  yield  us  to  God's  care  : 
Knowing  eternity  will  last, 
When  life,  and  even  death,  are  past. 


Hymn  14.— PENITENCE. 
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God  of     mercy,  God  of  love,  Hear  our  sad   repentant 


=4r^ 


* 


-^0&~- 


1$T£Z 


fct 


ZMZ 


m^ 


urw 


at*: 


i^rar 


«t> 


THE  SUNDAY  SCHOOL  SINGING  BOOK. 


gm 

__  m  * 

—      a 

A     * 

(■•      1 

*        m 

(••    ' 

P 

A  '  M 

1 h~ 

j             1 

1 

i 

-0  m— 

1 

1        L 

i       f-^ 

1                   i            ^                          ^           i            ^                  ■    ■      i        ^        ■ 

1    ■             fe 

c^ 

l>     1 

1      r*    P 

1 

ji  * 

PJ 

P  ' 

song; 

m    Jfr* 

w 

J      W0 

fi/ 

1     1 

Z^m"                    0      T_0"                     0*0 
Sorrow      dwells    on          every         face,      Peni- 

!      p>* 

1       r^ 

3^ 

|      p  p 

*    « 

1       P  P 

-•  « 

-$£*h- LJ 

i          3  - 

7^     ^,    * 

*&0   L 

J 

^  ^ 

lr              "             ^        i         ^                                        ^-        I     ■    I  ■■                 

\ 

£•$ 

1     r 

P 

d 

L 

#•  0 

L_Jj__#_J 

#•  # 

L-s) — 

■■i    ^ 

m  P 

J 

*-. 

gk 

^  * 

—  & 

* 

(•■• 

P 

-  m   °P- 

i 

& 

m  i 

i      1  i 

o    ■ 

1 

1 

1         _ 

j            W 

^ 

1      II  _ 

P 

, 

J     J 

#     * 

^ 

^        # 

^ 

« 

0 

tence  on    every   tongue.     Deep  regret   for        follies     past, 

0 

_    ,«...,, 

H 

# 

■^ 

-  *  0 

P 

A 

P- 

rrr- 

P  0 

—J.  00 

i 

m      f 

1     1 

1 

w 

1      ' 

0  J     1 

i 

m  • s 

#     # 

P 

i 

r    * 

p 

1     1 

0'  m 

'  1      \ 

"     1 

-  -~     ~m 

0    0 

I 

!           1 

l 

j — L_ 

THE  SUNDAY  SCHOOL  SINGING  BOOK. 


27 


'*=»- 


^=P 


zmz: 


-^-0- 


pp^PPi^ 


jtZZML 


-0^-0 


Talents        wasted,     time     misspent  ;    Hearts  debased     by 
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3  Foolish  fears,  and  fond  desires, 
Vain  regrets  for  things  in  vain  ; 
Lips  too  seldom  taught  to  praise, 
Oft  to  murmur  and  complain. 

4  God  of  mercy,  God  of  grace, 
Hear  our  sad  repentant  songs  ; 
0  restore  thv  suppliant  race, 
Thou  to  whom  all  praise  belongs. 
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Hymn  15.— WHILE  WITH  CEASELESS  COURSE  THE  SUN, 
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Many   souls  their  race  have  run,     Never  more  to   meet  us  here. 
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We   a      little       longer  wait,  But  how   little      none  can  know. 


3  As  the  winged  arrow  flies 

Quick  the  destined  mark  to  find  ; 
As  the  lightning  from  the  skies 

Darts,  and  leaves  no  trace  behind ; 

4  So  our  brief  and  transient  days 

Bear  us  down  life's  rapid  stream — 
Upward,  Lord,  our  spirits  raise  ; 
All  below  is  but  a  dream. 


Hymn  16.— SABBATH  EVENING.         Wade. 
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forms  of  nature  wear,  One  u-ni  -  ver  -  sal  garb  of     love. 
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3  And  then  the  peace  that  Jesus  brought, 
The  life  of  grace  eternal  beams, 

And  we  by  his  example  taught 
Will  prize  the  life  his  love  redeems. 

4  Delightful  scene  ! — a  world  at  rest — 
A  God  of  love — no  grief,  no  fear — 

A  heavenly  hope — a  peaceful  breast — 
A  smile  unsullied  by  a  tear  ! 


Hymn  17.— EVENING  HYMN. 
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2  Another  fleeting  day  is  gone, 
Swept  from  the  records  of  the  year  ; 

And  still,  with  each  successive  sun, 
Life's  fading  visions  disappear. 

3  Another  fleeting  day  is  gone, 
But  soon  a  fairer  day  shall  rise, — 

A  day  whose  never-setting  sun 
Shall  pour  its  light  o'er  cloudless  skies. 

4  Another  fleeting  day  is  gone  ; 
In  solemn  silence  rest  my  soul  ! 

Bow  down  thy  heart  before  his  throne, 
Who  bids  the  morn  and  evening  roll. 
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ANTHEM.— GREAT  IS  THE  LORD. 

Con   Spirito. 
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Duett.     First  and  Second  Treble. 
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far-off    village  spires  Redden       in  the  kindling  fires. 


2   God  hath  made  the  sun  to  shine 
Image  of  his  love  divine  ; 
Thus  his  rays  of  mercy  fall 
Liberally  alike  on  all  ; 
Thus  he  lights  our  happy  way 
Through  the  labours  of  the  day, — 
And  when  all  our  cares  are  past 
Guides  us  to  his  rest  at  last. 
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MORNING  HYMN.      (Second.)  Rosinni. 
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prayers  I  raise,  And      fervent    they    shall         flow. 


m 


:*— *~  # — *z 


My  God,  by  thy  protecting  power 
I  safe  have  passed  the  night ; 

And  pleasant  is  this  morning  hour, 
Which  should  my  praise  incite. 

Most  gracious  guardian  of  my  days, 

To  thee  my  heart  I  owe  ; 
To  thee  my  earliest  prayers  I  raise, 

And  fervent  they  shall  flow. 

Thou  hast  preserved  my  sleeping  breath 
Secure  from  harm  and  pain  ; 

While  many  an  eye  was  closed  in  death, 
That  ne'er  shall  wake  again. 


0  Lord,  protect  me  till  the  last 

Long  hour  of  rest  is  nigh, 
And  then,  when  death's  dark  sleep  is  past, 

Receive  my  soul  on  high  ! 
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1  Our  Father, — here  again  we  raise 
To  thee  our  morning  hymn  of  praise, 
For  all  the  joys  thy  smiles  afford, 
This  sacred  day — thy  holy  word. 

.2  We  thank  thee,  Father,  that  to  thee 
Again  we  bend  the  lowly  knee  ; 
That  here  in  peace  and  prayer  we  stand, 
Upheld  by  an  almighty  hand. 

3  Whate'er  we  do,  where'er  we  be, 
Keep  us  from  sin  and  error  free  ; 
Thy  sabbaths  may  we  so  improve, 
As  best  to  win  our  Father's  love. 


4  So  shall  we  then,  when  life  shall  end, 
A  nobler,  holier  sabbath  spend  ; 
Where  thy  good  children  all  shall  be 
Join'd  in  one  family  with  thee. 
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AWAKE  MY  SOUL  AND  WITH  THE  SUN.     Haydn 
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Awake,  my  soul  !  and  with  the  sun  Thy    daily 
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2  By  influence  of  light  divine, 

Let  thine  own  light  to  others  shine; 
Reflect  all  heaven's  propitious  rays, 
In  ardent  love  and  cheerful  praise. 

3  Lord !   I  my  vows  to  thee  renew  ; 
Scatter  my  sins  as  morning  dew ; 

Guard  my  first  springs  of  thought  and  will, 
And,  with  thyself,  my  spirit  fill. 

4  Direct,  control,  suggest,  this  day, 
AH  I  design,  or  do,  or  say  ; 

That  all  my  powers,  with  all  their  might, 
In  thy  sole  glory  may  unite. 

5  All  praise  to  thee  who  safe  has  kept, 
And  hast  refresh'd  me  while  I  slept  : 
Grant,  Lord  !  when  I  from  death  shall  wake, 
I  may  of  endless  life  partake. 
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And  first  our  sins  confessing, 

With  penitential  tear, 
We'd  supplicate  a  blessing, 

On  this  our  meeting  here  : 
And  then  for  those  who  teach  us, 

Pure  light  from  Thee  above  ; 
That  they  with  power  may  reach  us,- 

The  power  of  holy  love. 
Preserve  us  from  temptation; 

From  idle  words  and  play  ; 
And  let  thine  approbation, 

Attend  us  every  day. 
Oh,  may  we  give  our  parents, 

Obedience  from  the  heart ; 
Be  kind  to  our  companions, 

And  love  to  all  impart. 
Oh,  grant  thy  special  favor 

That  we  may  know  thy  Truth  ; 
And  imitate  the  Saviour, 

In  an;e  as  well  as  youth  ; — 
So  when  we  reach  the  valley 

That  leads  us  down  to  death, 
In  Thee  our  trust  reposing, 

Yield  up  in  hope  our  breath. 


HOW  GENTLE  GODS  COMMANDS. 
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3  Why  should  this  anxious  load 
Press  down  your  weary  mind  ? 

Haste  to  your  Father's  throne, 
And  sweet  refreshments  find. 

4  His  goodness  stands  approved 
Down  to  the  present  day  ; 

I'll  drop  my  burden  down, 
And  bear  a  song  away. 
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2  Shall  ev'ry  creature  around, 
Their  voices  in  concert  unite, 

And  I,  the  most  favour'd,  be  found, 
In  praising  to  take  less  delight  ? 

3  Awake,  then,  my  harp  and  my  lute, 
Sweet  organs  your  notes  softly  swell, 
No  longer  my  lips  shall  be  mute, 

1  he  Saviour's  high  praises  to  tell. 

4  His  love  in  my  heart  shed  abroad, 
My  graces  shall  bloom  as  the  spring  ; 
This  temple,  his  Spirit's  abode, 

My  joy,  as  my  duty,  to  sing. 
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2  When,  0  when,  celestial  guest, 
Shall  my  heart  with  thee  be  blest; 
0  what  peace  will  then  be  mine, 
When  my  heart  is  wholly  thine. 
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3  Ne'er  may  my  presumptuous  hand, 
Dare  to  break  thy  just  command  ; 
Ne'er  within  me  may'st  thou  find 
Ought  that  speaks  a  faithless  mind. 


GLORY  TO  OUR  HEAVENLY  KING.         Weber. 

Con  Spirito. 
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PEACE,  TROUBLED  SOUL.         Mazzinghi. 
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2  Come,  freely  come,  by  sin  opprest, 
Unburthen  here  the  weighty  load, 
Here  find  thy  refuge  and  thy  rest, 
And  trust  the  mercy  of  thy  God, 
Thy  God's,  thy  Saviour's  glorious  word, 
Forever  love  and  praise  the  Lord. 
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THE  LORD  IS  RISEN  INDEED.         Haydn. 

IL     Allegretto. 
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To  reign  in  endless  day,  To  reign  in  endless  day. 
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3  The  Lord  is  risen  indeed  ; 
Attending  angels  hear  ; 

Up  to  the  courts  of  heaven,  with  speed, 
The  joyful  tidings  bear. 

4  Then  take  your  golden  lyres, 
And  strike  each  cheerful  chord  ; 

Join  all  the  bright  celestial  choirs, 
To  sing  our  risen  Lord. 
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HOLY,  LORD  GOD  OF  SABAOTH.     From  Leal  and  Rego. 

Andante.     Sole.  Second  7VrW«  or  Alto. 
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12     Before  the  mournful  scene  began, 

He  took  the  bread,  and  blessed,  and  brake  : 
What  love  through  all  his  actions  ran  ! 
What  wondrous  words  of  grace  he  spake  ! 

3  c  This  is  my  body,  broke  for  sin  ; 
Receive  and  eat  the  living  food  :' 

Then  took  the  cup,  and  blessed  the  wine  ; 
'  'T  is  the  new  covenant  in  my  blood.' 

4  *  Do  this,'  he  cried,  «  till  time  shall  end, 
In  memory  of  your  dying  Friend; 
Meet  at  my  table,  and  record 

The  love  of  your  departed  Lord.' 

5  Jesus,  thy  feast  we  celebrate  ; 

We  show  thy  death,  we  sing  thy  name, 
Till  thou  return,  and  we  shall  eat 
The  marriage  supper  of  the  Lamb. 
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2  All  nature  shows  thy  boundless  love, 
In  worlds  below,  and  worlds  above  ; 
But  in  thy  blessed  word,  I  trace 
The  richer  glories  of  thy  grace. 

3  There,  what  delightful  truths  are  given  ! 
There  Jesus  shows  the  way  to  heaven  ; 
His  name  salutes  my  listening  ear, 
Revives  my  heart,  and  checks  my  fear. 

4  There  Jesus  bids  our  sorrows  cease, 

And  gives  the  labouring  conscience  peace  ; 
Raises  our  grateful  feelings  high, 
And  points  to  mansions  in  the  sky. 

5  For  love  like  this,  0  may  our  song 
Through  endless  years  thy  praise  prolong; 
And  distant  climes   thy  name  adore, 

Till  time  and  nature  are  no  more  I 


GOD  OF  MY  LIFE.  Rossini. 


God    of  my  life,  through  all  its  days,  My  grateful 
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2  When  anxious  cares  would  break  my  rest, 
And  griefs  would  rend  my  throbbing  breast, 
Thy  tuneful  praises,  raised  on  high, 

Shall  check  the  murmur  and  the  sigh. 

3  When  death  o'er  nature  shall  prevail, 
And  all  the  powers  of  language  fail, 

Joy  through  my  swimming  eyes  shall  break, 
And  look  the  thanks  1  cannot  speak. 

4  But  oh  !    when  that  blessed  morn  is  come, 
Which  breaks  the  slumbers  of  the  tomb, 
With  what  glad  accents  shall  I  rise 

To  join  the  music  of  the  skies  ! 
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ANTHEM.         0  praise  God  in  his  holiness. 
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2  There  is  an  hour  when  sorrow  bends 
Beneath  a  Father's  chastening  rod  ; 

From  the  crushed  heart,  when  prayer  ascends 
More  pure,  more  fervently  to  God. 

3  That  hour  is  when  in  heavenly  light, 
Faith  triumphs  over  nature's  woe  ; 

Like  stars  that  brightest  shine,  when  night 
In  darkness  wraps  the  world  below. 

4  Not  of  this  world,  the  hand  that  takes 
Our  loved,  our  lovely  to  the  tomb  ; — 
Not  of  this  world,  the  light  that  breaks 
Resplendent,  from  its  vanished  gloom. 

£     The  heart  may  bleed,  the  eye  may  weep, 
Frail  nature's  sorrows  must  flow  on  ; 
Unmurmuring  trust  our  spirits  keep — 
Father,  'tis  Thou — Thy  will  be  done. 
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tree,    The     day  is  past  and     gone,    The  woodman's  axe  lies 
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2  Sweet  is  the  hour  of  rest, 

And  soft  the  wood's  low  sigh, 
The  gleaming  of  the  west, 

And  the  turf  whereon  we  lie: 
When  the  burthen  and  the  heat 

Of  labour's  task  are  o'er, 
And  kindly  voices  greet 

The  tired  one  at  his  door. 
Come  !  come !  come  !  &c. 

3  Yes,  tuneful  is  the  sound 

That  dwells  in  whispering  houghs, 
Welcome  the  freshness  round, 

And  the  gale  that  fans  our  brows: 
But  rest  more  sweet  and  still 

Than  ever  nightfall  gave 
Our  yearning  hearts,  shall  fill 

In  the  world  beyond  the  grave. 
Come  !  come  !  come  !  &c. 

4  There  shall  no  tempests  blow, 

No  scorching  noontide  heat; 
There  shall  be  no  more  snow, 

No  weary  wandering  feet: 
So  we  lift  our  trusting  eyes, 

From  the  hills  our  fathers  trod. 
To  the  quiet  of  the  skies, 

To  the  sabbath  of  our  God. 
Come  !  come  !  come  !  &c. 
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3  The  myrtle,  thyme,  and  eglantine, 

One  blended  wreath  discloses; 
And  bids  their  fragrant  breath  combine, 
With  these  emblushing  roses. 
Take,  oh  take,  &c. 

4  We  bade  the  fairest  flowers  that  grow 

Their  varied  tribute  render, 
To  shine  above  that  brow  of  snow, 
In  all  their  sunny  splendour. 
Take,  oh  take,  &c. 

5  Then  deign  to  wear  the  wreath  we  twine, 

Thy  beauteous  ringlets  shading; 
And  be  its  charms  a  type  of  thine, 
In  all,  except  in  fading. 

Take,  oh  take,  &c. 
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HARP  OF  THE  WINDS. 

Solo.     Andantino.     First  Treble. 
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Solo.     First  Treble. 
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But  ah  !  more  sweet  his  heavenly  strain, 

Who  with  Italia' s  Poet  sung; 
Can  aught  the  raptured  ear  enchain, 

Like  airs  that  o'er  his  lyre  have  rung? 
Harp  of  the  winds,  thy  pensive  tone, 

Thy  wildest  thrill  were  all  his  own 
Each  mingling  chord,  each  wandering  note, 

His  magic  touch  would  oft  combine, 
As  dyes  that  o'er  the  azure  float, 

Together  with  the  rainbow  shine  ! 
If  music  now  his  soul  inspire, 

Harp  of  the  winds,  thou  art  his  lyre  ! 
In  song  he  closed  life's  fleeting  day, 

Like  the  swan  when  death  is  nigh, 
His  requium  was  his  parting  lay 

Its  closing  strain  his  latest  sigh  !     Harp,  &c. 
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'TIS  SPRING  !  'TIS  THE  BEAUTIFUL  SPRING  ! 


-*^ 


:£= 


seSS 


+ 


W—0- 


-i — \- 


-* — *» — * — *- 


_# 


'Tis  spring  !  'tis  the    beautiful        spring  !     The 


*=G 


& 


->— «» 


Jr-^rr 


trees  are  all  blooming  around,  The  grass  springing  up  all  so 


^ 


0-  * 


££*£ 


S^ 


m 


:- 


-m-0- 


!=£: 


i~  -*--i-i — ^-i — ^-^ 


#-/* 


#£-#- 


-^— rV- 


■*=u 


:f=* 


**-! 0-*-* 
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nests;  They  scarce  spare  a  moment  to  eat,  Yet  now  and  then  stopontha 
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spray,  let  now  and  then  stop  on  the       spray,        And 
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pour  forth  a  carol    most       sweet. 
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2  The  sheep  are  released  from  the  fold, 
To  nibble  their  delicate  meal  ; 
The  lambkins  as  merry  as  May, 
Are  gamboling  over  the  hill  ; 
The  oxen  are  loosed  from  the  barn, 
And  patiently  bend  to  the  yoke  ; 
The  stubble  is  burning  in  piles, 
Beclouding  the  fields  with  its  smoke. 


MORAL  SONGS. 

S  All  creatures  that  live,  are  at  work, 
Providing  for  seasons  to  come  ; 
And  he  must  be  tilling  his  ground, 
Who'd  have  loaded  wagons  go  home  : 
Then  I  will  be  idle  no  more, 
But  study  as  hard  as  I  can  ; 
A  good  stock  of  knowledge  lay  up, 
To  use  when  I'm  grown  to  a  man. 

4  As  this  is  the  spring  of  my  life, 
The  seeds  of  pure  goodness  I'll  sow  : 
That,  fast  as  my  years  shall  increase, 
In  knowledge  and  virtue,  I'll  grow  : 
To  do  all  the  good  in  my  power, 
Shall  be  every  minute's  employ  ; 
And  then  when  my  seasons  are  o'er, 
I'll  reap  a  rich  harvest  of  joy. 
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Come,  come,  come,  The     summer  now  is     here  ;     Come 
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out  among  the      flowers,  And  make  some  pretty    bowers. 
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Come,  come,  come,  The 
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2  Come,  come,  come, 
The  summer  now  is  here, 
Come  cull  the  pretty  posies, 
The  violets  and  roses. 
Come,  come,  come, 

The  summer  now  is  here. 

3  Come,  come,  come, 

The  summer  now  is  here  ; 
Come  ramble  in  the  bushes, 
And  hear  the  pretty  thrushes. 
Come,  come,  come, 
The  summer  now  is  here. 
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huntsman,  For  whom  does  life's  cup  more  enchantingly  flow?  Oh 
meadows,  When  brigntly  the  beams  of  the  morning  first  glow  ? 
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this  is    a  pleasure  that's  worthy  of  princes,  And  health  in  its 


106 


MORAL   SONGS. 


pzzz^zc::pzz^Tinz:zpi:r:zrz5: 


©    m-m-     **    •    ° 

wand  rings  can  ever  be  found  ;  When  echoing       caverns  and 

z^zzztzlBi^^l^^p:^ 


zzizz;3~-qf — i~=z~q~f~zj~rjv~j,i~:f — ^"K' 

forests      surround     Us,  More        gaily  the     pledge  of  the 


ft  r  gfcza*:  z£zz3zi_:  :zE=£fe :  zfczp"  z£z: 


Sizzzzzq 


— :-zz-:izftz:z?-:f  :izft:  £_£zizzz£z£: 
zsz-®zz*-±_^_.qz.t4-— t-t-4  -•-«=- 
ttz:^zz:^JzEz:iz:^:izEz^z^zizfi?z^: 


MORAL   SONGS. 


107 


-•*—*     •-i-     -2-0- i-0  —  0     -0-0-0     0- 

goblet     we'll  sound.      Then  hark    follow,    hark  follow, 


H»H — **-+   x -2-0-J.-0--0   -0— 0)_0_0-J 

hark  follow,  hark  follow, 

z=tz=z^£zi:3i:±:^:i-z:15z:gz:£zK:rl5z3 


Cres. 


zHT:^:±dz:^:q^:izdz:^:^:z|^:z^:z^:± 

-0  —  0      0- -0—01    -0  — 1-0  — #— S      0— •    -i  —  I 
hark  follow,  hark    follow,         hark    follow,  hark   follow, 


E=j*ESS= 


— |v — I:*— |5"~~K — k — I*"  i — ; 
::^H3!;il:^ 

-0—  0— 0—0-  0-  0--1--U-Z 1 

-0  — 0-0--0-   0 
hark  follow,  hark  follow, 


Efet 


0     -0       0-0 


hark  follow, 


==dzz=d-z=dzz 


— . 


hark  follow,  hark  follow,         hark  follow,  hark     follow, 


z$z:$z:iz^z:*z:¥z:izqz 


-k*— 5-:K— "^  _rg_:S_:i_i 


— Zl_~Zl_Z 

z:ij:*z:*i:iz:iE: 


108  MORAL    SONGS 
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I  KNOW  A  BANK. 

Andante. 
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I  know    a  bank  whereon  the  wild  thyme  blows, 
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I  know  a  bank  whereon  the  wild  thyme  blows,Where  cowslips  and  the 
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nodding  violet  grows,  Where  cowslips  and  the  nodding  violet  grows, 
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know  a  bank  whereon  the  wild  thyme  blows,  the  wild  thyme 
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blows,  There  sleeps  the  fairy  Queen,  —    Tr 
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There  sleeps  the  fairy  Queen,  the  fairy 


Queen.  I  know  a  bank  whereon  the  wild  thyme  blows,  And  the 
Queen. 
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nodding,  nodding      violet         grows.  I    know   a  bank  where- 


Fiisii 


m 


on  the  wild  thyme  blows,  And  the  nodding,  nodding  violet  grows. 

— jv--i5r I'-K-^ij^'i^ ri*  s~t zi 


There  sleeps  the  fairy  Queen,there  sleeps  sometimes  of  the  night. 


-T  » — !?"":f ; — :m — Tz~ 


1st  time.        2d  time. 


ances  and  delight, 


Lull'd  in  their  flow'rs  with  dances  and  delight, 
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ight,     with  dances  and  delight,  wit 
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dances  and  delight,     with  dances  and  delight,  and  delight,  with 


with  dances  and  delight,     with  dances  and  delight,  with 


_»*£_£>». 
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ces  and  delight,     with       dan 


-H-™ --*Es i "hz:~"i—  ^z'z1- -dzzbczz  p_zf, 

_lzz--iz_\__ra — _  

Le    f^^z^^^^RF^F 

-----------  ces  and  delig 

zz!*zz-?*!-sfc-32*  tzjz?:z«:zilizi 


ces  and  delight,  with 
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dances  and  delight,  with  dances      and     delight. 


OUR  WAY  ACROSS  THE  SEA. 

Andante  con  expressione. 


^.tfct-t  bzi_z_-3zi|z:;izztuz£i 

Home,  fare  thee  well!  The  ocean's  storm    is      o'er, 

lllllllpiiiiiii 


The  weary      pennon  woo's  the  seaward  wind,  Fast  speeds  the 

=2.  •  S-:*ikJ-: J  -i-jzizzz  „z)iTgiTdizzzzz: 

bark!    And      now  the    less'ning      shore  Sinks 
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Sinks  in  the 
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wave  with  those  we  leave  behind  ;  Fare,  fare  thee  well, 
9Z*Lm  •  o  •        — ^  Fare,  fare  thee 

llilfllSilii 

Land  of  the  free,  No  tongue  can      tell    the  love  I 

:fci;?:}-:yztsd-i^:5:r-i;: 
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well,  Land  of  the  free,  No  tongue  can  tell  the  love  I 

bear  to  thee,         Fare,  fare  thee  well,     Land  of  the 

-JH--        •         -fli  "-3- 


bear  to  thee. 


Fare,  fare  thee     well  ; 
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free,  No     tongue  can      tell    the    love  I  bear  to       thee. 
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Land  of  the  free,  No  tongue  can  tell  the  love  I  bear  to  thee. 


116 


MORAL  SONGS. 


2  We  wreath  no  bowl  to  drink  a  gay  good  bye, 

For  tears  would  fall  unbidden  in  the  wine, 
And  while  reflected  was  the  mournful  eye 

The  sparkling  surface  e'en  would  cease  to  shine. 

Then  fare,  fare  well  ; 

Once  more,  once  more, 

The  ocean's  swell 
Now  hides  my  native  shore. 

3  See  where  yon  star  its  Diamond  light  displays, — 

Now  seen  now  hid  behind  the  swelling  sail, — 
Hope  rides  in  gladness  on  its  streaming  rays, 
And  bids  us  on,  and  bribes  the  fav'ring  gale. 

Then  Hope  we  bend 

In  joy  to  thee  ; 

And  careless  wend 
Our  way  acroos  the  sea. 


Con  Spirito. 


SWISS  BOY. 


Moschelee 
mm >n 


ome  arouse  thee,  arouse  thee,  my  brave  Swiss  Boy!  Take  thy 

ilPiiilHiiS 
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pail  and  to  labour     away.  The    sun      is  up,  with 
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ruddy  beam,  The  kine  are  thronging  to  the  stream,  Come  a  - 


rouse  thee,  arouse    thee,  my  brave  Swiss  Boy  !  Take  thy 

p.  tzsiZizszzsTjzz-jii1 
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1  and    to      labour       away. 


2  Am  not  I,  am  not  I,  say,  a  merry  Swfss  Boy, 

When  ]  hie  to  the  mountain  away  ? 
For  there  a  Shepherd  maiden  dear, 
Awaits  my  song  with  list'ning  ear, 
Am  not  I,  am  not  I,  then  a  merry  Swiss  Boy, 
When  I  hie  to  the  mountain  away  ? 

3  Then  at  night,  then  at  night,  oh  !  a  gay  Swiss  Boy  ! 

I'm  away  to  my  comrades  away. 
The  cup  we  fill,  the  wine  is  pass'd 
t        In  friendship  round,  until,  at  last, 
With  'good  night,'  and  'good  night,'  goes  the  happy  Swiss  Boy 
io  his  home  and  his  slumbers  away. 
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OFT  IN  THE  STILLY  NIGHT.        Stevenson. 

Affettuoso. 
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Oft  in  the  stilly  night,  When  slumber's  chain  has  bound  me, 
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ad  me.     The 


Fond  mem'ry  brings  the  light  of  other  days  around  me.      The 
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niles,  the  tears  of  boyhood's  years,  The  words  of  love    then 
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spoken,       The    eyes  that  shone  now  dimm'd  and  gone,  The 


ipifelpilsij 
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cheerful  hearts  now    broken,  Thus  in  the        stilly  night,  Ere 
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slumber's  chain  has  bound  me,  Sad  mem'ry  brings  the  light  of 
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other 


days         a 


round  me. 


MWMmmmm 


When  I  remember  all 

The  friends,  so  link'd  together, 
I've  seen  around  me  fall, 

Like  leaves  in  wintry  weather  ; 
I  feel  like  one,  who  treads  alone 

Some  banquet  hall,  deserted, 
Whose  lights  are  fled, 
Whose  garlands  dead, 

And  all,  but  h;3,  departed  ! 
Thus  in  the  stilly  night, 

When  slumber's  chain  has  bound  me> 
Sad  mem'ry  brings  the  light  of  other  days  around  me- 
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